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instant's doubt.   No, I say deliberately, that to know and to love you 1891-1894
has been the best gift of my life.
I can't come to see you, but I know that in all the rushing interests of
your life to-day and every day, there is ' at the back of your mind ' a
place for me. And with that I am — shall I say content ? Well you know
I feel. God bless and shelter you."
" You will perhaps think me both unreasonable and ungrateful but
our talk this afternoon left me profoundly sad. It is difficult to say in
words why, and no doubt it is my fault and not yours. Indeed I have
never seen you more serious than you were when we parted,
I daresay my feelings are made rather morbidly sensitive just now,
and my mental vision where you are concerned is dislocated by the
strong conviction I have that this is, for good or bad, a most critical
time in both our lives. I dread more than I can tell, having to go back
(and for always) to where we were two months ago, when I wrote on the
last page of my diary (after coming back from Cold Overton) c So ends
this chapter of my lie.* But the future seems so veiled in haze, which
may hide either sunshine or storm, that I cannot even form a guess of
what may be before me. I thought I could begin a new diary on May 10th
when you made me a certain promise, but I have never had the courage
even to buy the book. And there were some things you said to-day —
little things that you don't remember — which made me almost doubt
whether I should ever require it.
What a pity it is not to be moro ' detached.* And I ought to be happy
— oughtn't I ? for I am just going to dress for my banquet. As you say,
I ought to be satisfied with what the world has given me/'
" I can truly say that you have not been out of my thoughts — generally
in the forefront, and even when I was busiest, a delicious haunting
presence — since I strained my eyes to catch the last glimpse of you. as
you disappeared behind the door last night. It made me very sad, and
seemed to empty the weeks which lie before me of all light and joy, when
I thought how long it would be before I see your darling face again. But
then I remembered what you had said in the carriage : that you do love
me and will try to love more, and to do so (I like the word) * under-
takingly/ Then I feel I * would not change my state with kings * or with
anyone on this earth. I stood at my window this morning and looked
wistfully at the curve of Carlos Place, round which I have so often lately
seen you hurry across the street. It looked bald and blank, and I could
almost hear the pitiless sound of the train wheels carrying you further
and further away. I wondered what you were thinking about. Aixd
this afternoon as I sat on the Treasury Bench, answering questions, I got
your telegram and read it furtively, and crammed it hastily into my
trousers pocket, until I could get out of the House, and read it over and
over again in my little room. Darling sweetheart, you were a true angel
to send it. Is it true that you think of me 1 and ' in the way I should
wish * ? Bo you know what that means ,to me ? It makes me strong and
brave ; so that I feel thttft i& iwtbing I would not do or dare for you,

